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A Hymn of Peace. 

By W. 0. Benet.* 

Our Heavenly Father, Lord of all, 
Humbly before Thy throne we fall ; 
For world at war, O hear our prayer — 
Spare us, good Lord, In mercy spare. 

See countless graves of slaughtered dead, 
Look on the tears by mourners shed ; 
Stretch forth, O Lord, Thy mighty hand, 
Make war to cease in every land. 

Mothers and maidens cry to Thee, 
Pleading for peace on land and sea ; 
With broken heart and choking sigh 
Widows and orphans join the cry. 

O Holy Jesus, Prince of Peace, 
Thou mad'st the angry tempest cease; 
Now bend proud monarchs to Thy will, 
Say to their armies, "Peace! Be still." 

Come, Holy Ghost, like Heavenly Dove, 
Turn strife and hate to peace and love ; 
O'er the wide world Thine influence -pour 
Till hostile races rage no more. 

Thou knowest, Lord, we are but dust; 
Our helper Thou ; in Thee we trust ; 
For bleeding nations hear our prayer — 

Spare them, good Lord, in pity spare. 

Amen. 
Cashiers, N. C. 

* This hymn was written for the use of congregations that 
assembled in the churches to hold peace services on Sunday, 
October 4, in accordance with the President's proclamation. 
It is to be sung to the tune "Hursley," to which the hymn, 
"Sun of My Soul, Thou Saviour Dear," is usually sung. 
The hymn was used in several churches of Washington, 
D. C, on the Day of Prayer for Peace. 



The War of 1914— The Crime of the 
Century. 

By David Starr Jordan. 

What shall we say of the raging tragedy of today? 
We shall say that it is the most hateful of all wars. It 
is in its essence civil war, splitting in twain the best of 
human civilization. It is a senseless, aimless conflict, 
without hate except that which it has itself engendered. 
It is for the most part the work of the saber-rattlers 
and war traders, connived at through their accessories 
in the councils of Europe. It is the inevitable culmi- 
nation of an accursed series of blunders and crimes, the 
"Balance of Power," the "Armed Peace," and the secret 
deals of an outward diplomacy masking the batteries of 
war under the guise of pledges of peace. We shall find 
that the trend of events for the last ten years has 
moved directly toward this end. We shall acquit no 
nation of complicity ; Belgium alone, of those who suffer 
today, goes into the conflict with clean hands. 

The great forces of society — intelligence, commerce, 
labor — have risen more than once to prevent or to post- 
pone the final crash. They were bound to fail. The 



right was on their side, but the war-makers controlled 
the machinery. In the rush from ultimatum to ulti- 
matum no voice of reason could be heard. To common 
sense, common decency, and common interests the diplo- 
matists would not listen. We may frankly admit that 
we who hoped for peace were mistaken in supposing 
that human interest would finally control the course of 
the great nations of Europe. Three hundred millions 
of peace-loving people, for whom the nations should 
exist, could not save the nations from wreckage. War 
must be made on the instant or it would not be made. 
Hence those who made it gave no time to the protests 
of commerce and finance. No force could stop them. 
The march of events from the first dreadnought to the 
last destroyer runs with the stately precision of the 
fates. 

No single event brought on the war, though many 
have been accessory to it. Not the least of these has 
been the persistent refusal of Great Britain to join in 
the abolition of piracy at sea. The death of an arch- 
duke, a reckless word in Ulster, a random shot anywhere 
along the firing line, might have precipitated the crash 
at any time. The "fattening of the nations," so neces- 
sary between wars, was complete in the eyes of the war- 
makers. We can now see that it was all inevitable, 
given the premise of the "armed peace." The "Balance 
of Power" can never keep its balance. In the rape of 
Belgium, "the grossest violation of international law 
since Napoleon," Great Britain finds a moral sanction 
for doing what she was already pledged to do. But the 
whole "policy of encirclement" of Germany was her 
creation. She was bound to share the fate of her allies 
in this sordid entanglement, which rested at bottom on 
the mutual interests of the money-lenders of France 
and the money-spenders of St. Petersburg. Thus bound 
together by twos and threes on a slippery incline, as 
mountaineers on a glacier, there could be no certain 
foothold. A false step in the diplomacy of Vienna en- 
gulfs a continent. The war, originally for nothing at 
all, is fast becoming a fight for existence to the Republic 
of Prance and to the democracy of Great Britain as 
well; to the imperial rule of Germany it was such a 
struggle from the beginning. 

It matters little now who bears the greatest blame. 
One Kaiser more or less could do little mischief were 
not all materials for mischief laid ready at his hand. 
For ten years each nation concerned has piled the fuel 
for the final burning. That no one man should bear 
the torch for such a kindling is a lesson most obvious. 
The highest duty of any nation to its people is to let 
them keep the peace. This lesson of the hour should 
grind into our hearts. 

The mailed fist has crashed through the delicate far- 
flung fabric of our civilization, sweeping away as cob- 
webs all that we have cherished. The people of the 
world must be as strong as their armies. 

"Law is for the weak ; force is for the strong ; law is a 
makeshift; war is a reality." This dictum of the pan- 
germanist is the doctrine of all war. The incident at 
Zabern, the military murders of men who dare to speak, 
the seizure of Belgium, slap our law in the face. 

All Europe is today under martial law. Martial law 
is the law of war. It is the paralysis of all civil law. 
In war all laws are silent. Thus barbarism takes its 
revenge. It will take it over and over again so long as 
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civilization rests its defense on barbarism. Even a "holy 
war," if such an anomaly ever existed, could be carried 
on only by methods most unholy. 

The war system must go. No reform is secure for a 
moment while this system lasts. And it is not the sys- 
tem of one State alone. We may crush the German 
machine, which the arrogance of rivals has done so 
much to build up. The war-cry of the British jingoes 
has helped the saber-rattlers to get the strangle-hold on 
Germany. But the war machine of Germany will soon 
rise again unless all the rival machines are swept away 
as well. We must find some system of national defense 
less hideously dangerous to the interests it pretends to 
protect. 

Those who rule by force and fear have their fits of 
madness when their power begins to wane. Dread of 
the loss of power is the mainspring of the bloodiest fol- 
lies in history. This war is the more wicked because it 
is unfair. Our cannon are as fatal to our friends as to 
our enemies, for our friends are not all in one camp nor 
our enemies in another. Courage, virtue, and patriot- 
ism are not divided on racial lines. 

There can be no abiding civilization without security 
of property and life. There can be no abiding peace 
save in democracy. There can be no security in de- 
mocracy while absolutism is its neighbor. Democracy 
is a system of government which enables people to mind 
their own business. Absolutism finds its main interest 
in some form of robbery of the people it holds in its 
chains. Europe has no room for both. This Absolutism 
well knows. This Democracy must realize. 

If the peace which shall sometime follow leaves any 
of the people of Europe helpless in their own affairs, it 
will be only a temporary truce. The same abuses will 
bring the same murderous and undiscriminating remedy. 
Thus it is that "history repeats itself," for in this unre- 
membering world "history is made only to be immedi- 
ately forgotten," 

Here is the work for the statesman. It is his part to 
see that history does not repeat itself; that the old 
blunders and crimes shall not blast the future. And 
never had Europe more need of a statesman than today. 
In what chancellery of Europe can such a man be 
found? 

War is mere wreckage, with no power for good in it- 
self. It destroys far more of good than evil. The out- 
look is dark. Militarism is again in the saddle. The 
blood of the nations is ebbing. Defeat means the evil 
ferment of rancor, the abiding spirit of revenge. Vic- 
tory means vainglory, the growth of the uncanny bubble 
of national egotism. Victory and defeat of forty years 
ago have been the largest factor in the rule of the war 
system of today. The "nightmare of Europe" that rose 
from Gravelotte and Sedan overspread all the nations. 
Whichever side may win in the flaming Ardennes will 
find within itself a foe more wily and more dangerous 
than any encountered on the battlefield. If Germany 
is to be redeemed she must save herself. Not all the 
battalions of Europe can cure her of the war poison. 
The other infected nations — Great Britain, France, Rus- 
sia, and the rest — must likewise work out their own 
salvation. "Rule Britannia" and "Deutschland ueber 
Alles" blend into one tune when played by a military 
band. 

The hour for mediation must come sooner or later. 
The earnest men of Europe look to the United States 



for the final decisive action. Ours is the only great na- 
tion not sinking in the quicksands. America alone can 
reach out the hand of extrication. "The final help," 
said a London publicist yesterday, "is the mighty duty 
of America. It is the greatest opportunity to be had in 
history." Whatever form the efforts of President Wil- 
son may take, the democrats of Europe will give him 
every support. 

The one ultimate hope is that instead of the Concert 
of Powers, ever out of time and tune, we may have a 
Concert of Peoples — a gathering not of soldiers, war 
agents, and diplomats, but an assembly of good men 
devoted to the common welfare of Europe. 

Whether the outlook be dark or bright, the duty of 
all good men is the same. "God tosses back our failures 
that we may begin again." So we may begin here and 
now. We may bind up wounds! We may strike off 
chains ! We may comfort the widow and the fatherless. 
The peoples will be weaker, exhausted in money, in 
courage, in intelligence, in hope. The standards of life 
will all be lower. Worse than this, war relaxes the 
stamina of coming generations. The man who is left 
determines what the future shall be. Like the seed is 
the harvest. The human harvest that war must yield is 
that of lessened human efficiency. 

In time of peace as in time of war we shall strive for 
the more abundant life, for a saner, wiser, and more 
patriotic public opinion, and for a public conscience 
which will make another great war impossible. If Eu- 
rope shall have better days she must deserve them. In 
this we brothers in America must help. Kinfolk to all 
the nations, "under the flag where hatred dies away," 
we have a great privilege and a great duty. 

No finer word has been spoken today than this of 
Prof. Lowes Dickinson, of Cambridge : 

"Let war be declared and every individual in a na- 
tion is ready to lay down his goods and his life. This 
is why, to some noble men, war appears as a noble thing. 
But what makes it appear so is the passion misled into 
its service. That passion is needed for the good things 
of life, for good instead of evil, for truth instead of lies, 
for love instead of 'hate.- To turn it into these channels, 
the friends of reason are always working. For the mo- 
ment their voice will not be heard. But as the war pur- 
sues its dreadful course, as its fatal and unforeseen con- 
sequences unroll, the fact of what we are doing begins 
to penetrate from our senses to our imagination, as the 
dreadful awakening succeeds to the stunning shock, it 
will be for the friends of reason to drive home the les- 
son, first and chiefest into their own heart and brain, 
then if strength be given them, into the conscience of 
mankind. That is our war, the eternal and holy war 
for those of us who believe in reason. In this dark hour 
of our defeat let us not forget it." 

Bank of Montreal, London, August 21, 1914. 



The Peacemaker and Court of Arbitration, official 
organ of the Universal Peace Union since 1882 (pre- 
ceded by The Voice of Peace), issued this summer its 
final number in the form of a memorial for Alfred B. 
Love, whose death occurred in June, 1913. Mr. Love's 
long and devoted labors in the peace cause are described 
by several of his co-workers, and manv tributes paid to 
him at the memorial services are reprinted therein. 



